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census you can take which will give you forewarn-
ing of what is growing here, of the way we increase
and expand. Take care. Some day, when we
discover the time" has come for it, we shall tell
our numbers, and be sure you will then learn the
result. Travelling through our part of the
country, you see but our appearance. You go,
and report us casually to your friends, and forget
us. But when you feel the ground moving under
your feet, that will be us.

From my high window in central Dockland,
as from a watch tower, I look out over a tumbled
waste of roofs and chimneys, a volcanic desert,
inhabited only by sparrows and pigeons. Human-
ity burrows in swarms below that surface of crags,
but only faint cries tell me that the rocks are,
caverned and inhabited, that life flows there
unseen through subterranean galleries. Often,
when the sunrise over the roofs is certainly the
coming of Aurora, as though then the first"
illumination of the sky heralded the veritable
dayspring for which we look, and the gods were
nearly here, I have watched for that crust beneath,
which seals the sleepers under, to heave and rol!^
to burst, and for released humanity to pow